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Led by the gay enchantreſs Ridicule; 


1 
| 


5 Tho' with regret, he views the lighted bier, 
And his fond eye drops a parental tear, 


His country, Scotland, his profeſſion, Law. 
The firſt invidi ous, labour'd as he ſuns, 


Their author ſatisfy'd, obtains his end, hs } ſ 
Which is no more than to amuſe a frier. 3 | 


F 
If ia theſe pages, ſomctimes there be found, 


Falſe language, or provincial dialcQ, 


YRLEFTFACE 


| EADER, this little volume, but contains 
A ſmall proportion, of the author's ſtrains, 
More he compos'd, while young he play'd the foo!, 


But now repentant, moſt of thoſe he blames, 
And ſternly dooms them to devouring flames : 


Such feelings Abr'am, Jephtha ſuch betray'd, 
A line unpoliſh'd, or diſcordant ſound, 


Shou'd now and then your acc'rate car detect, 


Do not ſeverely criticiſe the flaw, 


To mar the graces, of the Engliſh tongue; 


The niggard laſt, denied ſufficient time, 

To ſmooth each verſe, and modulate cech rbime. 
Bauch as they are, if able to beguile 

An hour of ſpleen, or make low-ſpicits ſmile, 
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ESSAYS IX VERSE. 


PART L 


* LAMENTATION 


On a Bass FIDDLE, 


Broke by: a ſhort ſighted GENTLEMAN, who fat dona 4 


— it. 1755. 


b Pinay; cum gemitu Fugit * fab unbras, V 1 RG. 


Had a baſs---ah me! it is no more! 
Dumb are thoſe ſtrings ſo ready once to roar; 
To gloomy hell the heav'n- taught ſpirit flies, 


While here the head, and there the body lies. 
4 Poor breathleſs thing! if everl forget 
Thy ence lov'd muſic, may I ſhare thy fate: 
No, gentle baſs, like William ſhalt thou be, 

| Of glorious and immortal memory. 


Can I forget, a reverend grimace ; 


Thy ſolemn form, and philoſophic face? 


Can I forget, thy ſou]-enchanting ſong, 
Sweet tho? ſonorous, delicate tho? ſtrong. 


* . 


5 4 ; 
With wanton notes, you never brib'd the ear, 0 
Nor were old Cato's morals more ſevere; 
Like Cato too you fled from ſolitude, 
And thought ſociety your greateſt good *. 
Whene'er you ſung, you help'd another's ſtrain, RR 
And was to fiddles, what he was to men. 


- Unhappy viol! why before thy time, Bos *% 

Did che fates ſnatch thee humming in thy prime? 

2 Io thee, untimely death, if they decreed, [---4 
ö = Why did they ſever, from thy trunk, thy bead? 14 


Nor whig nor tory, was you when alive, 
Nor arm'd rebellious, in the forty-five. 
Could not the ſiſters, other death afford 
Than that which honour'd many a rebel lord? | 


Tell, O Melpomene! in mournful ſtrain, 
8 By what ſad means my luckleſs baſs was lain : 
. A plain, good, ſimple, honeſt man there was, 
J Nor foe, nor friend, to this unhappy baſs: 
IS Blind men, and thoſe that have their eyes between, * 
| Þ Mature plac'd him in a ſhorr-ſighted mean f. = I 
1 Tir'd with the tuneful labours of the day, i 
As on a chair your baſs repoſing lay, 


* This v was a dodtrine of the Stoics. 
+ Papiſt nor Proteſtant, but both between, 
Like good Eraſmus in a golden mean, Porz. 


* 
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| Your evil genius made this man appear, 


The baſs he ſaw not, tho' he ſpy'd the chair: 


Souſe down he fits--when lo! ſtrange ſounds were heard, 
And fad hoarſe groans the purblind mortal ſcar d; 


With foul embrace, your viol was oppreſt, 


| can no ee may gueſs the reſt, 


Curs'd be the wretch, from whenceſoe” er he come; 


Accurs'd his eyes, but more accurs'd his bum: 


A ſhrew's ſharp nails have many a viſage flead, 


And Engliſh boxers vanquiſh with their head; 


But this deſtroyer is of Parthian kind, 


_ Elfe he had never murder'd from behind. 


Wich horror I, O baſs ! thy ſate rauſt riew, 
Not only death, but ignominy too. 
Had ſome fair ſhe, with buttocks white as ſnow, - 
Dealt thy devoted neck the fatal blow, 
Pleas'd to the laſt, you'd dy'd in cheerful mood, 


| And kiſs'd the ----- * rais'd to ſhed your blood x. 


ADVICE to a YouxG Porr. 


"HE world clicems fach | men as are of mw 
But laughs at ſuch as only can amuſe; 

3 Who 

> Plear'd to the laſt he crops the fow'ry 1 Sn 

And licks the hand juſt rais'd to ſhed his blood. 


Porz. 


0 

Who does not ſmile, when he beholds advance, 
Him who to fiddle teaches, or to dance, 
Or ev'n the noble ſcience of defence. 
The art of thoſe who on the ſtage excel, 
Is ſurely next to that of writing well, 
Yet their profeſſion is the leaſt exempt, 

From ih' agonizing ſtigma of contempt. 

| Juſt ſo, but wou'd *rwere not my lot to ſhow it, 
Is he receiv'd who's nothing but a poet; 


He's much admir'd, and much careſs'd, * tis true, 


But players, fiddlers, fencers, are ſo too. 

De then inſtructed in this uſeful leſſon, 
Avoid to be a poet by profeſſion; 

| The i IVY, which ne'er unſupported ſprings, 

But round the oak, for its protection clings, 


Shou'd teach each bard, to ſeek the friendly aid 


Ot lome more ſerious, beneficial trade. 


By n in the fwpleſt, and moſt ancient days, 

Alas! no honour waited on the bays; 
HoMER, whom all your connoiſſeurs admire, 
As being of bards the venerable fire, 


Was, if the author of his life en . XY. 


Preciſely what an Iriſh harper's now &; 


% cce Blackwell's life of Homer. 


BY | 
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For 


„ 


For he ſtone - blind, and miſerably poor, 


| With harp on ſhoulder, went from door to door, 


And there whole hours, unintermitting play'd, 
To idle ſervants, for ſome broth and bread ; 


Or elſe, the naughty children to divert, 


Wou'd, in the nurſery, employ his art : 
But, if the maſter of the houſe inclin'd, 


With hearing muſic, to unbend his mind, 

| For his delight, he tun'd his choiceſt ſtrains, 
And got, perhaps, a ſhilling for his pains; 1 
Which he receiv'd, with a God bleſs you, Sir, 
5 And ſo went off, to ſeek as much elſewhere. 


The M 18 ER. 
NY Money! money! I too plainly ſee, 
That, in good earneſt, I'm in love with thee. 


When I alone, thy beauteous form ſarvey, 
Do not my eyes, my tender thoughts betray ? 
Does not my trembling hand, thy perſon ſeize, 
5 And eager graſp thee, with an am'rous s ſqueeze ? q 


The lover s ſenſes equal throbbings feel, 


| Whether he ſees his fair in diſhabille, 


Or when full dreſs each heighten'd beauty ſhews, 
To rival belles, and complimentiag beau? 
-Gmmaca 


tm) 
Guincs or ſhilliog, you attract my ſight 
More than the liver Majeſty of Night, 


Or ev'n the God whole golden rays give light. 


Nor my iaconquerable paſſion leſs, 
When you in paper whimſically dreſs : 
Tho? others at ſo thin a garment laugh, 
And think your reputation not quite tafe. 
Their own opinions lovers often drop, 
And thoſe, their miſtreſſes embrace, adopt ; 
My Presbyterian ſcruples you remove, 


And teach ev'n Popiſh iov'reigns to love: 


Both James, and Charles „have I chang'd with baia, 


5 And often wiſh'd th“ cid Stuarts back: e — 


Tho? many lovers, hate the blaze of light, 
And hold their aſſignations in the night, 
When ſleep and filence the creation huſh, 


And day extinyuiſh'd ſpares the virgin's bluſh : 


I won't receive thee darkling to my arms, 
Bur in broad day explore thy Sterling charms, 


Leſt ſome vile whore, with frontiſpiece of braſs, 


For my true love, ſhould undetected paſs, 
And 1, as Jacob was of old, be bit, 
And not fair Rachael, but blear'd Leah get. 


— „ 


Cid | 


„ 
Old Cato, ſay the writers of his life, 
Lent to a childleſs friend his fertile wife: 
P11 lend thee too, and ſo far imitate 


'The Roman; but my friend muſt not forget, 


Mine are the yellow boys you procreate. 


But when with me, think not to lead the life, 
Or of the French, or ev'n the Britiſh wife, 
Who unattended roams, to thoſe a prey 


By force who raviſh, or by wiles betray.” 


r 


1 


Much of the Spaniſh caution Iapprove, 
And, with a padlock, will ſecure my love. 


The MATHEMATICIAN | 
MISTRESS. 


ww" 3 my boſom up and . 
My pulſe and ner ves why ſtir ſo? 


In Clatricmans is the ſun, 
But I would be in Virgo. 


Ah! cruel Solid, thou alone, 
Art of my woes the Root, 

Contact with me, why do you ſhun, 
And play the Aſymptet * 


= 2 


( 14 ) 


No more by you will I be teaz'd; 


Tis but a cruel joke, 
To keep me always electris'd, 
And waiting for the ſhock, 


A chart of thee I lately drew, 


But ah! from neck to knee, 
Terra incognita Was Jou, 


In my Gunography. | 


To trifle in this great affair, 


| Both dangerous and ſilly is: 


For life is ſhort; none of us are 


Perpetuum mobi les. | 


Cocquettiſh 3 ceaſe to be, 


Nor catch at all at random, 


But give your heart, and hand to me, 


Nuod erat ee 


be SIGNS DISCONTENTED. | 


PP HEY queſtion Jore, why he had not 
In heav'n a ſtock of females laid in; 
He but one woman there had brought, 


Who was (provoking !) ſtill a maiden. 


Bluntly 


C45 3 
Bluntly the Ram ſet forth, that he 
Had often caſt a ſheep's eye at her, 
| Aquarius repreſented ſhe 
Had often made his teeth to water, 


| The Bull would have the god to know, 


Either he would no longer ſtay there, 
Or it he did not get a cow, 


In faith he would Paſiphae her. 


| Poor Virgo how to pleaſe them all, 
| Being really at a loſs to know, 
| To the Archer ſaid, I fear I ſhall 
Hare more than 00 ſtrings to my bow. 


| But if to them I ſhould prove kind, 
Others would make the ſame requeſt; 
Shall I be with a Scorpion joind 
| | Or take a 2 in my breaſt? 


3 CUPID a PATIENT. 
| To Dr Taylor the celebrated Oculi 7. 
F GRE AT Sir, a love-ſick ſwain applies 


To your unerring art, 
By op'ning a blind ſtripling's eyes, 
You'd heal an aching heart. 


ily 


Arrows in his left hand he bears, 


| Give entrance to the wicked elf TO 4 I 


For many a man beſides myſelf ns 
Will club to pay his cure. "4 


But as he is a naughty boy | 


| Ere you your inſtruments employ, | 


By Cytherea's charming face, 


; 
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. 
1 
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That if the bleſſings of the fight. 
On him your hands beſtow, "0 
Soon as he can enjoy the light, 
He Il archery forego. 


(46) 


You hive ſuch an eſtabliſhed vogue, 


He needs ſo much your aid, a 
*Tis ſtrange his caſe the little rogue, :F 1 
Has not before you laid. Ws 

; If at your chambers he appears, 


Him by theſe marks you'll know; FW. 


And in his right a bow. 


Tho' he pretend he's poor, 


| You muſt take ſpecial care 


To make him yow and ſwear 


Her chariot, and her doves, | F 
Her girdle, and her looking-glaſs, 
And all the little loves, 


Aſide 5 


1 
| 
: 


| The wagoiſh puppy - and FAN 
But ſmil'd and ſhook a bow: 
Then I diſcover'd my miſtake, 


0 Cupid, is this you ? 


4 


And by your leave, good Sir, 1 meant 


| 
E 
| 
| 


— 


ide 


EN 
Aſide his bow and arrows laid, 
His quiver and his darts, 
|} He'll follow ſome more lawful trade, 


| Than that of breaking Ben. 


* day where winding Liddo ſtream? d, 


A CONVERSATION with CUPID. 


As I a-fiſhing ſtood, 


I ſpy'd a boy who buſy ſeent'd, 
In cutting of my wood. 


In haſte away my rod I threw, | 


The childiſh thief to ſeize: 


| You little raſcal, how dare you 
Deſtroy my growing trees? 


The fame; my arrows all are ſpent, 


3 have not one to ſhoor, 


My quiver to recruit, 


C 


CW} 

I did rot know you, when I ſpoke 

TP'h' uncivil words words I us'd, 

Nor ah, my boy, nor beach, nor oak, 
To you ſhali be refu d. 


But will you, Cupid, drop the art, 
Which does the world ſuch hurt, 


To pierce poor ſellows thro' the heart, 
Is bur a crucl _ 


Sce how in \ Liddo's 8 limpid fircam, 
- The ſportve fiſhes leap ; 4 
Pd have yen try the wat'ry game, 
And lure chem from che deep. 


"© fiſhing rod PI make your bow, 
The firing will be a line, 
For hooks, if arrows points won't do, 
Pl give you ſome of mine. 


Pa but a Hungling angler be, 
| No more on't, if you pleaſe; ; 
| Blind as I am, yer I can ſee 
| You grudge me a few trees. 


= Take back then what I've got, be fad, W 
Then let an arrow fly, 

Deep was the cruel wound it made, 

And deeply did I ſigh. 


. 
Keen as the firſt, another ſtrikes; 
In grief and pain I fled: 
| Fool that I was to give him ſticks. 
Wherewith to break my head. 


nnen 0 Mi ——. 

Written in a blank leaf of the Iriſh Poems. 
V THO can unmov'd, of Dargo's daughter read, 

| Of Connab's love, or Minvane the maid? 

| Sweet as the vernal zephyr was their breath, 

Their breaſts like ſnow that floats upon the heath z 

| Of their bright eyes, rho? keen, yet mild the pow'r, | 

Like ſtars who's luſtre vibrates thro? a ſhow's #, 


| But where in times ſo barbarous and old, 

Charms ſo divine, could Higbland bards beliold? 

| Sure the unpoliſh'd daughters of the bill, 

Cou'd not their minds with ſuch ideas fill : 

No, Highland bards; when ti:cy ſat down to wilte, 

Summon'd th? aſſiſtance of the ſecond ſight: 

Its magic bade, before their wond'ring cyes, 

The lovelieſt of our modern fair ones rife: 

| From her of beauty they their notions drew, 

| And ſo deſcrib'd prophetically------you. 
5 ; To 


® See the Fragment, p. 35, Ge. 
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To 4 YOUNG GENTLEMAN, 


Going to a Public Breakfaſt. 

Dear Davin, 

Or ond the pouch of Greece and Rome, 

To ſhows and feitivals wou'd conte, 
There crouded to the public games, 
NKcen to eternal e their names; 

They box*d, ſwam, wreſtl'd, ſcour'd the plain, 
Tach limb exerted to obtain 8 
The crown of laurel, and a place 
In Piader's or in Uorace's la 78 


In later ages, when renown, 
By decds of chivalry, was won, 
With juſes and tournamente, the men 
Weu'd the fair ladies entertain, 


Who, in gogd order, took their feats | 
To fee tlicir knights cxkibit feats. 


Put ve, who are fo joſtly red:on'd 
More happy, under GEORGE the fecond, 
duch cuſtoms have aboliſh'd qui te, = 

: As | barbarous and un polite. 


The truth » that our gentle ſolks, 
en neither wreſtle well, nor box: 


BY 
V 
© 
A 
N 
A 

F. 
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Mong | 


* 
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| *Mongſt us, there are no female tyrants, 


Who make their lovers turn knight - errants; 


Our gentlemen are not ſuch fools, 


As to encounter angry bulls; 


| Nor are our ladies ſo hard-hearted, 
As with ſuch ſights to be diverted. 


At twelve o' clock, to-morrow meet, 
Young men and maidens fair, to eat. 


As 3 1 heard you mutter, 


With them, you'd take your bread and butter, 


I thought the leaſt that I cou'd do, 
Was to — a hint or two, 


Your time of breakfaſting, and mine, 


You know is commonly at nine. 


How will your ſtomach want till noon, 
Accuſtom'd to be gorg'd ſo ſoon ? 
You may maltreat it as you will, 


But ſure, it can't but take it ill, „„ 


And if not fed, as it hath wont, 


Will certainly revenge thꝰ affront. 


Davin, 3 I ſee you a ralking 


| Or rather cavalieriy walking, 
With ſome delicious laſs, when lo! 
| (Pray heav'n forbid it ſhould be fo,) 


Your 


(2 } 

Your injur'd ſtomach loudly hows, 
Each gut in indignation growls, 
And bids you pity your own bowels, 
Nor think, if at the uſual hour, 
You give it ſomething to devour, 
You will not play your part ſo woll, 

As you could with, at public meal; 

| For, when it ſees the table clad, 

With ſweet-meats, jellies, marmalade, 

ul loſe my life, if it don't roar, = 
A moſt emphatical encore. 


7 Mr H. 5. 
V. ith a pound of butter, 5 


Swe milk here wk and butter more abounds, 
I ſend you one of cr ſuperfluous 2 ; 

- If to its ſhare, ſome hairs unnotic'd fall, 

> Look on its colour, you'll us them all x. 


MITA TION 


| Þ If to her ſhare, ſome ſemale errors fa!l, 
Look on her face, and you'll forget them all. 


4 9 


IMITATION of a French EPIGRAM 
paſted up in ſeveral places at Paris in 
1759. 


Buatteaux plats à vendre, 
Soldats & loner, © 
Miniſtres d pendre, 
Genereaux d rouer. 


O France! la ſexe ſemelle, 

Tit toujours ton deflin 3 

Ton bonheur vien dune pucelle, Et 
Ton malkeur vien d'une catin. 


Er us, fince all cur expeditio: 3 fall, 

Our troops hire out, and ſet our boats to ſale; 
White thoſe ia power a juſt cha. t- ſement feel. 
Delleiſle the 2 and Contades the wheel, 
| In vain, O France! thy lezifiure ſtrove, 

From ſtate affairs, the women to remove; 

N | Such the unalterab' e courſe of things, 

Thy fate mult always bang on apron- rings. 
| Sad the viciſſitude we've undergone, 

A ſtrumpet loſes what a virgin won. 


B. | 


VERSES. 


F} 
78 
[ 
: 
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( 24 ) 


VERSES ſpoken extempore while travel 


ling through BAN BUR r-Mook. 1761. 


Chaiſe ſo bad, would ev'n a ſaint — 


A The blinds are ſhatter'd and the glaſſes broves 


Tis lin'd with nothing but a tawdry green 


Tis drawn by horſes lazy, lame, and lean: 
Him who theſe animals delights to thwack, 
The part of Richard, nature form'd to act; 
For crooked is his leg, and mountainous his back. 
Ere you fair Scotland ridicule, as poor, 8 1 
| Think, — on * own Banbury-moor. — 


VERS ES in the roſt houſe at Non n- 


ALLERTON. 


EADER of theſe crude lines, whoe'er you are, 
O! of the poſt-houſe at laſt ſtage beware &. 


The Scottiſh inns, why ſhould the Engliſh curſe: 
True, they are bad, bur that 1 is ten times worſe. 


Such was the inn, unleſs Porn” 8 b lie 1. 


Where noble Villiers halted, but to die: 
And at York's houſe (an injur'd Scot forgive), 
None will put up, who have a mind to live. 


Darlington. 
+ See his 1 150 to Lord Bathurſt, v. 299. 


Taz | 


( a?) 


E 1 Taz PIPE. 
A Didactic POEM, written in 1760. 


NO miſerable men, rack'd with the pains, 


| © Pungent, and oft returning, that excite 

| Inteſtine tumult in the human frame, 

I tune a weak, but medicinal lay, 
CLYSTER * ſub) ect, mankind's good my aim. 


O thou! that firſt far modulation taught 
| The reed, erſt unharmonious, mighty Pan! 
Tegæan god! devoutly I implore 
Thy aid, and inſpiration, to my ſong, 
Which well may claim thy favour :---a new Pipe, 
By other bards neglected and unſung, 
I purpoſe to exhibit to thy view; = 
Though its unequal perforation be 
| Poor, poor dumb mouths &, devoid of voice or ſound, ; 
Let from thy hand divine, when they ſhell learn. ” 
To play ſoft muſick, to enchant the ear, 
| As well as miniſter relief to pain, 
The great improvement ſhall not ſtoop beneath 
| Thy firſt diſcovery; grudge not then, to quit 
[E e „„ Thy 


[- 


D Antony's ſpeech in Snaxz3rzant's Julius Cæſar: 


Eo. SY 
Thy lov'd Lyczan ſhades, or ev'n the chace 
Of coy fair nymphs, that ſtrain their tender limbs 
I' outſtrip thy ſpeed, and ſhun thy ſtrong embrace f. 


But moſt on thee relies my daring muſe, 
Departed ſpirit of St. Patrick's Dean! ü 
From thy moſt favour'd haunts propitious come, 
Come, tho? you quit Edina's fragrant ſtreets, 
Forſake the lady's drefſing-room itlelf, 
Or ev'n abandon Clagcina's ſhrine. 
Perhaps thy countenance I merit not; 
But ſure the argument is worthy thee. 
Much need I thy aſſiſtance; neer before 
Did I attempt ſuch numbers: but tis thine, 
O CrrsrER! all obſtructions to remore, 
Unbind the bound, make looſe and flowing all. 
Abſurd 'twere then, in him who chants thy praiſe, 
T” obſerve th' aſtringent, coſtive rules of rhime. 


Such is man's frail conſtruction, ev'ry limb 
Is ſubject to diſeaſe; each part expos d 
| To agonizing pain, and mortal ills, | 
His bowels moſt, their tender organs oft, 
Commotion ſtrange, and pangs acuteſt feel, 


+ Tpſe nemus linquens patri um, ſaltuſque Lycæi, 
PAN ovium ceſtos, tus ſi tibi Mæaala cu 


„„ U T oo a cus 


From 


Acdſis, O Tegeze ! favens, ViKG, Geor. I. 16. | 


FI 


(a) 


From wind alone, that in too narrow bounds = 


Ypent, reels to and fro, threatuing to rend 
Its gloomy manſion. The unhappy wretch, 
Whoſe entrails labour under ſuch diſtreſs, 


I Secking reſpite from pain, writhes to and fro, 
On this fide, now on that, but all in yain; 


His agony increaſes.----Hark: I hear 
Tze wild uproar, and fierce tempeſtuous rage 
| Of adverſe blaſts, that in him rave and roar, 
And how! and gripe, not Z1lus's cave, 
|| The ſeat of winds and tempeſts, ever felt 
| More from the combat of contending ſtorms, 

| Than his tormented belly, and in it f 
No deity preſides, to curb the winds, bs 
'F Reſtrain their force, and moderate their rage *, 


Complaining, groaning, and deſpairing lies 


The hapleſs patient, for nor calm repoſe, 
Nor ev'n a momentary pauſe from pain 
Io him is giv'o---till the collected wind 
At laſt tends downwards; then his joy ful eyes 
Sparkle with hope, and keenly does he preſs, 
Urging its quick removal, which at length. 

| Is happily n for the wind 8 


Strug- 


3 r ſedet Lolus arce 


Sceptra tepens, molliique animos, et temperat iras. 
VII. Zneid, I. 57 
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| Struggling and grumbling much, as who ſhon'd ſay, 
Caitiff, why grudge me room? diſdainful flies, 

And ruſhes bellowing, to its kindred air. 


Thus ſometimes, in that honourable hall 
Where Britiſh commons o'er their country watch, 
After long argument and keen debate, 

Sharp altercation, and ſarcaſtic wit, 

Have been exhauſted; after jarring noiſe, 
Factious contention, and turmoil have ceas'd, 
Some worthleſs member is expell'd the houſe. 


_ TH inftruftive muſe, here earneſtly muſt warn 
The man whoſe ſtomach, and whoſe guts are apt : 
To gather wind. O! never, never check 

Its progreſs downwards, though it ſhould incline 
Such paſſage, when with gratitude you kiſs 

Your royal maſter's hand, or when addreſs 

The maid your conſtant heart adores - or when 
Britannia's cauſe you plead with patriot tongue, 
*Sdain not ſuch interruption, give it vent, 

Nor let a fooliſh baſhfulneſs prevail = 

Againſt your ſafety: th” aged and che wiſe 

Will laud your prudent conduct: and tho? boys 
| Should wink and ſneer, and make their lips reſound 
With mimic tone, thou unconcern'd mayſt laugh, 
Victorious and triumphant oer thy foe. _ 


N 


| CG 
But not by wind alone are cholic pangs 
Engender'd; they to indigeſtion oft, 
And oft to cold, but oftner ſtill, their birth 
To exceſs, or in wine, or eating owe, 
And in theſe torments, as in thoſe from wind, 
| Your ſafeſt, ſureſt remedy, the Pipe. 


| Yet to ſuch cures alone its mighty force; 


| Ts not confin'd, but various are its powers 
Nay, wonderful to tell, no waſh, no paint, 


The face ſo well preſerves; be then advis'd, 


Ye blooming virgins, anxiouſly who wiſh, 
To keep the roſe's, and the lily's hue, IF 
| TUnfaded on your cheek; each morning take 
Its kind aſhſtance, then your nat'ral ſkin, 5 


Shall rival that of pearl-powder'd dames. 


4 But I adjure you, by the name of love, 
By all that virgins reverence and fear, 


By th' operation ſecret, as of old 


Were th' Eleuſinian rites, as far remov'd 
From all but female eyes; what dire effects 


Enſue, when male beholders from this ſcene 


Are not ſhut out, the following antient tale, 
Sad, but unfeign'd relation, will explain. 


Damon and Phcebe, were the lovelieſt pair, 
That fair Edina bred, ey'n in thoſe times 


When 


3 
When all her youths were generous and brave, 
And all her maidens, virtuous and fair. 
Of make robuſt, and limb athletic, he 
In ev'ry exerciſe and manly ſport, 
His equals far excell'd; nor was the maid, 
Of dwarfiſh ſtature, or weak puny ſhape; 
But caſt, in nature's fineſt, largeſt mold, 
| Tho? tall, not flender; tho? not clumſy, ſtrong; 
No turgid pimple, | no ſcorbutic ſpot, 
' Deform'd her face; thanks to the daily uſe, 
Of ti efficacious ſubje& of my ſong, 
Which, ere ſhe roſe, to her a truſty maid 
Adminiſter'd each morn, and envy'd hence, 
By rival beauties, but by men admir'd; 
Her colour with unfading luſtre ſhone. | 


Now 3 long had woo Ya, and yielding now; 


: The nymph conſented to compleat his bliſs, 
Parents, the common, tho? unnatural foes 
Of love, exulted at this happy match, 
| And hop'd, and propheſy'd, that from their bed 

A race of Britiſh grenadiers would ſpring. 

Vain their rejoicings, their predictions falſe : 

Ex'n on the morning of the nuptial day, 

Blaſted, bauen redemption, were their hopes. 


C7) 

The clock had ſcarce ſtruck nine, when Damon c came 
To pay an early viſit to his bride, 
| By fates unpitying urg'd, the chamber door, 

Wide ope he found, in ſuch unguarded ſtate 
Left by her careleſs maid, then gone in queſt 
Oft ſomething neceſſary, tho? forgot. 
Softly he enter d, and beheld the fair 
Naked upon the bed, but not her face, 
Nor yet her breaſts, nor- -whither would 1 run? 
O! that the muſe could draw a friendly veil 
O'er what he ſaw. Loſt in amaze he ſtood 
At the immenſe circumference, broader far 


Than that æthereal temper'd, maſſy ſhield, 
| Which Cytherea for her darling ſon, 


From her lame ſpouſe, the god of fire, obrain'd, 
On which great Mulciber, with art divine, 


* Prophetically carv'd victorious Rome; 


Her wars, her triumphs, and the nobleſt deeds 
Olf all her worthies, down from earlieſt times, 


| To that deciſive day, when Actium faw - 


Auguſtus win the empire of the world *. Cs: 


C Illic res Italas Romanorumque triumphos, I 
Haud vatum ignarus, venturique inſcius ævi, 
Fecerat |goipotens : illic genus omne fame 
 Stirpis ab Aſcanio, pugnatague in ordine wy © 
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And could this giant orb of fleſh have borne, 


A Britiſh ſculptor's tools, it had contain'd 


Britannia's antient ſtory, and the realms 
Her expeditions have of late acquir'd; 
Mlcethinks I fee it, into quarters ſplit, 0 
As is the world, in each of which our arms 
Victorious ſhine.Obſerve, how in the firſt 
Her gates Cape Breton opens, next Quebec | 
Receives our ſtandards: but what hero this, 
Whoſe youthful brow the artiſt has adorn d 
With leaves triumphant? Why fo dim his eye, 
So pale his cheek? Ah me! too plainly ſpeak, 
The crown of laurel, and the look of death, 
That thou art WoL E, who conquer'd as he died, 
Ill-fated warrior! had Bellona ſpar'd 
'Thy precious life, thy country had admir'd, 
And France another Cuvc HILL fear'd in thee, 


Mark! in the "WY how our hardy tars 

Aſtoniſh Afric, and the Britiſh flag 
Waves over Goree and Senegal, and next, 

See in the third compartment, how the Gaul 
Flies from the Britiſh foot, whoſe eager horſe, 

By envious orders check'd, inactive view 

The battle from afar, for which they pant. 

And aſt, how win CLIVE on Indian plains 


Chaſlifce 
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Chaſtiſes faithleſs Nabobs; how the French 


By ſea and land retreat, and Poc ock rides 
Superior, tho' by cowards — 


With ſuch devices might the huge expanſs 
Have been adorn'd; but it was white and ſmooth, 
Ass is the maiden ſhield of youthful knight *, 
Thar fallies forth to ſeek renown in arms, | 


With bands uplifted, while the bridegroom gaz az'd, 


9 Ihe bride who heard him in the room, beliey'd 


; Her maid return'd, and, with an angel's voice, 
Chid her for ſuch delay; then, c curſed thought! 


Damon the preparation on a chair 


| Diſcovering, raſh its tumid figure graſp'd, 
And, on his knees, he plung'd th” anointed pipe 
| Up to the head, and pull'd the fatal cork. 


|| When the foul deed was done, away he hied 


Precipitate down ſtairs, and fled the houſe, 
| Shock'd and diſguſted, never to return 
| To the fond maid; no, never to return. 


 *® Parmaque inglorius alba. Pine. 


E DAMON 


TW 


DAMON ro PHOEBE. 


Jo tale of love, this fatal letter bears, 
No ardent wiſhes, and no jealous fears; 


ane ee fad office e wh, _ : 
That to his Phaebe, Damon bids farewell. 


Farewell! nor poiion once, nor haſtile ſword, 
Cou'd fo have pain'd me, as that cruel word; 
- But from thee now, without regret, I part, 8 
* paiſion FR and „ * heart. 


Heaven l how much 1 inet 'o on thy charms, 


And how ſincerely woo'd thee to my arms; 


With thee, whole days enamour'd have I ſtray d, 28 : 
By the clear brook, or through the gloomy ſhade, 8 i 


Nor mark'd how faſt the rapid moments fled: 
By hated buſineſs from my charmer torn, | 
Joyleſs I laoguiſh'd, till my wiſh'd return; 


Muy faithful heart ne'er ſelt another flame, 


Alcho' allur'd by many a lovely dame; 


I thought on thee, ev'n when I look'd at them. 


Why, on the morning of our nuptial day, 
Wben in ſtrange attitude a-bed you lay, 

In deep receſſes was you not immur'd, 

Or by a thouſaad bolts and bars ſecur'd? 


_ Happy, 


T_T 
Happy, too happy, both of us had been 
Thee in that poſture had I never ſeen. 


Wretch that I am! nor change of time or r place, N 
Can from my fancy, the curs'd ſhape efface; 

If 1 attempt to entertain my friends, 

Like Banqug's ghoſt, it at the feaſt attends, 

While like M*Beth, I cry, See, ſce it there, 

And point diſtracted to an empty chair. 


1 If balmy reſt I ſeek, th' invidious orb, 


| Andchill'd with fear the vital torrents freeze: 


| And all the neighbourhood believe me mad. 


At midnight comes, my quiet to diſturb; 
At its approach my limbs ſtrange horrors ſine, 


I call my ſervants, frantic quit my bed, 


Ol that ſome holy man, belov'd of heav'n, 
O'er ſp ritꝭ accurs'd, to whom dominion's giv W 
In pity to my pain, wou'd exorciſe, 
And chace che rightful you's from my eyes. 


 Guiltleſs, I ſwear, by all hs powers above, 
Tis not th' allurement of another love, 

That faithleſs Damon, from his bride decoys, 
And diſappoints thee of connubial joys, 
Believe, me, Phoebe, not to thee alone, 

But the whole ſex inſenſible I'm grown. 


PHOEBE's 


! 
PHOEBE's ANSWER. 
Ne mark of ſorrow this epiſtle bears, 
Nor foul'd with blots, nor moiſten'd with my tears; 


Calm, though ſurpris'd, your billet- doux I read, A 
Then thank'd my ſtars, for the eſcape I've made. | | 


Once a true paſſion's not unpleaſing ſmart, 
For thee, I own it, felt my virgin heart; 
But ſenſible and courteous, then you ſhone, 
Though now debas'd, and all your virtue gone; 
O! fay, what fins of thine, the gods incenſe, = _ 


As ſure tis for ſome unaton'd offence, 
0 hat to a fool, they change a man of ſenſe. 


The philoſophic Damon omphe 6 to know, 
The fates have will'd, that ev'ry thing below, 


Like Janus, ſhou'd two diff rent faces Wear, 
Which ſtrangely contradictory appear: 
Unſtable hearts alternate they inſpire, 

And one excites, one baniſhes deſire. 5 _— 
Thus, certain pictures ſhock us, or delight, 

Juſt as they are preſented to the fight ; 

In that poſition, ſome fair form appears, 
In this, its head ſome ugly monſter rears ; 
But happy he alone, and truly wiſe, 

' Who knows the ſeaſon when to ſhut his eyes. 


END or PART Lo = 
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ESSAYS in VERSE. 
PART IL 
on Jonnson's DICTIONARY. 
I IS love with a pedantic jargon, TEES 
I Our poets, now a-days, are far gone, 
80 that a man can't read their ſongs, 
Unleſs he has the gift of tongues; 


; 
2 Or elſe, to make him underſtand, 7 
| Keeps Johnſon's lexicon at han. 


Be warned, young poet, and take heed, 
That Johnſon you with caution read, 
Always attentively diſtinguiſh 
The Greek, and Latin words, from Taglin; 

And never uſe ſuch as tis wiſe 
Not to attempt to nat'ralize; 
Suffice, the following ſpecimen, | 
—— make the admonition plain, 


Little of e has he, 
That in yon fulgid curriele reclines, 


TE 


Alone, while I, depauperared bard! 


The ſtreets pedeſtrious ſcour ; why with bland voice, 


Bids he me not his vectitation ſhare ? 
Alas! he fears my lacerated coat, 
And viſage pale with frigorific want, 
Would bring dedecoration on his chaiſe, 


Me miſerable! that th* Aaonian hill, 
| Is not auriferous, nor fit to bear, 
The farinaceous food, ſupport of bards, 
Carnivorous but ſeldom, that the ſoil 
With Hypocreue humeRates, nothing yields, 
But ſterile laurels, and aquatics ſour. 
To dulcify th' abſinthiated cup, 
Of life, receiv'd from thy novercal hand, 
Shall I have nothing, muſe? to lenify, 
Thy heart indurate, ſhall poetic woe, 
And plaintive ulation, nought avail? 


Miche deſiderate I never did; 
'Eya when in mood moſt optative, a farm 


Small, but arboreous, was all I aſk'd. 
I, when aruſtic, wou'd wy blatant calves, 
Well-pleas'd ablactate, and delighted tend 
My gemelliparous ſheep, nor ſcorn to rear 
The ſuperb turkey, and the ſtrepent gooſe, 


Then 


E 
Then to dendrology my thoughts I'd turn, 
A fav rite care ſhou'd horticulture be, 
| But moſt of all, wou d geoponics pleaſe. 5 


While ambulation, thoughtleſs, I protract, 

The tir'd ſun appropinquates to the ſea, 
And now my arid throat, and latrant guts, 
Vociferate for ſupper; but what houſe | 
To get it in, gives dubitation ſad. ſn 
Ol! for a turgid bottle of ſtrong beer, 
Mature for imbitition; and O! for 

| (Dear object of hiation,) mutton- pye. 


TOR Hammond's love, nor Shenſtone's was ſincere; 
For they, tho? poor, to high-born maids laid claim. 


| A handſome houſe-maid cauſes my deſpair, 
And Nelly, not Neera, is her name. -- 


What though devoid of all coquettiſh care, 

Bare-footed ſhe, except on ſundays, goes, 
To waſh her hands forgets, and comb her hair, 
Nor with her fingers ſcorns to blow her noſe. 


1 
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| Oa ey 'ry feature, and on ev'ry limb, 
Beauty and ſtrength have laviſh'd all their care; 

A food too rich, is ſkim-milk cheeſe, for him 


That would with her the city-flirt compare. 


Insa vain to win her, proffer'd oft have I, 
The gawdy ribbon, and the curious lace, 
In vain, diſplay'd to her relentleſs eye, 
The guinea" s ſeldom unſucceſsful face. 


Repuls'd, I often have indignant ſwore, 
Some freedoms often ſtruggl'd hard to force, 


But ſoon, too ſoon, ſeverely check'd, forbore, 
_ She more n 'd, and my reception worſe. 


T he brimful milkiog- pail, the empty can, 
Thy unwieldy beſom, big with prickly fate, 
The nauſeous mop, and hiſſing frying pan, 
Have fall'n vindicti re, on my * . 


Yet I. infaruate, purſue her i, 


Happy to lurk, inſidious and unſeen, 
Among the willows, nurſlings of the rill, 


That winds i irriguous through the Waking green. 


For there, with forcible alternate tread, 0 

From the ſoak'd linen ev'ry ſtain to preſs, 

The tub-inclos'd, and unſuſpecting maid, 
Furls unaſham'd, th* impediments of dreſs, 


"TY 7. 
This ſcene augments my ardor to ſucceed: 
Nor from the heart, her cruelty to me, 
Nay, ſhe acknowledg'd once, it did proceed, 
Not from diſlike, but diff'rence of degree. 


Tis true, for tho ſhe ſpurns my fond addreſs, 
Jet to her equals is no coyneſs ſhown, | 

She, unconſtrain'd, will Tom the gard'ner kiſs, 

Toy, rowp, and wanton, with the provgnmes John, 


Heav'n knows, for thee, ſole miſtreſs of my heart! 

I to the meaneſt ſtation wou'd deſcend, 

Drive whiſtliog chearfully the coal-fraught cart, 
Or butter'd-milk, from unſcour'd barrels vend. 


With ſcanty wages, and with weekly meal, 
A thatch-roof'd cottage, and turf-kindl'd fire, 
Content and happy, I through life would ſteal, 
Nor envy ones the nn {quire. 


By thee rejected, me my fields no more, 
No more, my art-created gardens pleaſe; 
I lothe my preen-houſe, ſo admir'd before, 
And undelighted wander through my trees. 


Since Ii in grief mult pine my youth away, 
If diſappointed of this virtuous maid, 
How weak, how fooliſh, is it to delay, 


| The low, but lovely villager to wed. . 
s 1 * 5 What 


n — — * 
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What wou'd my parents, what my kindred fay ? 
What defamation would I undergo, 


Ar rout, ball, concert, opera and play, 
The jeſt of ev'ry fortune-huntng beau? 


No four-wheel chaiſe of nice new-faſhion'd ſhape, 
Wou' d ever ſtop at my diſhonour'd houſe; 
No well · dreſs'd footman, with tremenduous rap, 

* a viſit to my humble ſ ſpouſe. 


Fond mY t indulge the mean idea ceaſe, 

A flame diſgraceful, to extinguiſh ſtrive, 

And bear reſign'd, when of the jolly piece, 
A4 A country-wedding ſhall thy hopes deprive. 


ON THE CANALF#, 
25 piu: Encar, quo Tullus dives et Anus. Hes. 


To the Publiſher of the Epixzuzcn Courant. 


Dran "oY |  Mid-Lothian, April 22, 17 67. 
Tx I in this important county, 
Am a proprietor, I own tye; 

And when my neareſt neighbours ran all 

In haſte, to meet about the canal, 5 


». Written merely from an apprehenſion that a delay would 
| make the ſcheme be dropt altogether, as has been the caſe with 
— goon ſcheme for this country, 
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I. not well knowing what to ſay, 
Believ d it beſt ro ſtay away, 


I m told my neighbours of Mid-Lothian, 
Such terms as theſe their reaſons clothe in, 
« Miſtake us not, as well as you, 
The ſmall cur's merit we allow; 
But from the eſtimates before us, 
We think the larger ſtill of more uſe, 
« And therefore ſtruggle for delays, EE 
That we may find out means and ways 
Jo make ſuch junction of the ſeas.” 


| What perſeverance, and what pains 

It coſts the patriot, that obtains = 
The leaſt thing for the public good, 

Seems little to be underſtood, 

| Elſe glad we'd take a cut tho? ſmall, 
Not riſk the having none at all; 

7, But ſuch a county, and its counſel 
Will no doubt make the bill go down ill. 


Hard by the dreary ſeat of night, 
And ſcarcely previous to the light, 


Ik5ere is a place, where lic amaſs'd, 

| CGogd dills propos'd, but never paſs'd. 

7 : NN Here 
| 
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Here miſts and blaſting eaſt-winds chill, 
| Poppies and night-ſhade ſleep diſtill 
Here ghoſts of patriots often roam, 
Neglectful of their happier home; 
Talk o'er and o'er each darling theme, 
And ſpeeches, once well ſpoken, ſcream, 
Tremenduous imprecations howl, 
Gainſt pride, whim, party, want of ſoul, 
| Thar often caus'd to be rejected, 
Bills good as any ere enacted. 


This paultry place (fo wills Mid-Lothian) | 
The Glaſgow bill muſt make abode in, 
As it deſcended, fad and flow, | 
To the oblivious deep below; 
The flutt'riog ruſtling that it made, 
RNous d feveral from their drouſy bed. 
The bankrupt - bill in thirty-three, 
But too far gone in fleep was ge 
His eyes he open'd once, and then, 
Lay back, and fell to ſleep again. 
But he for limiting entails, 
Courteous his new companion hails. 
« You who reluctantly deſcend, 
« A ſtranger, ſure, perhaps a friend, 
Come, ſcorn to be diſconſolate, | 
„And, with diſdain, ſubmit to fate: 


4. 
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« was applauded by both nations, 


« By counties, and by corporations; 
« Sounded for me was the alarum, 


| _« By thoſe call'd patron cauſarum ty 
« Who, without fee, or honorary, 


© Attempted thorough me to carry, 


All to no purpoſe. How, or why, 
I cannot tell, but here I ly.” 
28 strong ſoporific influence, 
At theſe words ſeiz'd on ev'ry ſenſe; 
His eyes benuming vapours cloſe, | 
And theſe laſt words came thro' his noſe, 
Come, take with me a long repoſe.” 


| Ae ds in the maze of law, 


The tranſient viſit ſummer deigns to pay | 


This ſurly climate. Juſtice tir'd at length, 
And her disbanded mercenaries ſeek 
The haunts of rural paſtime and repoſe: 


| All fly from buſineſs, that pragmatic wench, 
Whom for her money fortune-hunters WOO, 


And yet diſlike ; among the foremoſt I, 


| And gladeſt too, make my long-wiſh'd retreat. 


þ The Entail-bill was drawn and ſet a- going by the Faculty of 


Ae. 
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Not more the ſteed, loos'd from the galling yoke ; 
Not more the ſcholar, when his leſſon o'er; 
Not more the hearers of — prieſt, 


When he informs them he will add no more, 


Are happily reliev'd, than jaded I, 
The ſeſſion over; who would fardles bear 
Memorials upon ſtates and informations, 
The morning hours, the ſaunt'ring in the houſe, 
The judge's humour, and the fool's ſucceſs, 
Were it not for the comfortable thought, 
That Sn, and the vacation come ? £ 


: How healthful, ond how happy, this retreat! 
Soon as forſaken by the god of ſleep, : 
The ſpacious garden's fragrant air I breathe, 
_ Cheer'd with the mingl'd ſcent of various flowers, 
That crowd its borders; nor do I reject, ; 
The invitation of the laden boughs, 
That proffer ripen d fruitage to the taſte. 


Next when his glories the meridian ſun 
Diſplays, I fally forth to view my fields: 
In this incloſure wheat, the king of crops, 


0 3 Uprears his ſtately head; in that faſt gains 


The new. ſown clover on the bearded grain, 
Like eldeſt ſon who treads upon his ſire. 


VV 

A third allures me with a mild perfume, 
That peas and beans promiſcuouſſy emit, 
Which to inhale againſt the wind I crofs 
The aromatic field, with labouring ſtrides ; 
In vain I keep the furrows, over them 
The gading pea is ſpread, and ey'ry ſtep 

| Occaſions the exploſion of a pod. 


Next, in my rounds, the paſture rich occurs, 
Which ſtreamlets interſect; upon whoſe banks 
I fit me down, and as they pour along 


Indulge the reverie, or read ſome lines 


Of claſſic compoſition, which the brook 

Soft purling, and the melody of birds 
Diſturbs not, but accompanies; and then 
Returning home, contented I look down 
On the proud city; not too far remov'd, 
Nor yet too near, the proſpect it compleats; 


For with a pocket glaſs I can deſcry, 


The animalcula that ſcour its ſtreets, 
In eager hurry, or at leiſure walk 
— 1 environs, in ſearch of wholeſome air, 


But when grave ey? ning 's cooling ſhades deſcend, 
Silom and calm, the proper ſeaſon this 


For rural contemplation. Now the hind, 
E e 


Haye not the harder lot, nor do they feel 
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His labour finiſh'd, fits before his door 


Fondling his child. Uneaſy heifers now 


Low for the milking-pail; and yonder ſheep 


Obedient, trot to the accuſtom'd fold, 
A pleaſing ſight, yet not without its pain, 
To him who weighs, in the impartial ſcale 


Of reaſon and humanity, the wrongs 


Theſe innocents endure. Stript of their fleece, 
Their milk exhauſted, we muſt have their blood, 
And now they fatten for the butcher's knife, 
Miſanthropy s ſtrong argument! O! thou, XL 
Thar, unallay'd, wou'd country- pleaſures taſte, 
Let others of their beef and mutton boaſt, 
Fed on their grounds, and flaughter'd at their ſeats, : 
But purchaſe thou, if needs thou muſt devour, 


For *tis to murder worſe, than ſhare the ſpoil. 


Shall thy fine villa, rear'd with ſo much taſte, 
Reſemble, ev'n in its unworthieſt part, 
The lotheſome dens of ravenous beaſts of prey, 
Which blood and bones, and ſkins of cattle lain, 
Disfigure, and make hideous to che light. = 


vet fs us not objections, dark and __ 


In melancholy mood, too much indulge: 


Theſe and their fellow brutes, compar'd with us; 


Severer | 


| Severer uſage from mankind, than man. 


The ſlave· trade, ev'n by generous Britons ariv n; 
Ambition, avarice, and various ills 
Allow'd to rage and ravage on the earth! 

The whole creation groans *, as well exclaim'd 
The man of Tarſus, and from that remark 


That all the living creatures, which compoſe : 
Now ſtruggle through exiſtence, in a ſtate. 
. T he final conſummation ; when on them 
Felicity perpetual and complete, 


Tho' 1 as heretic by prieſts. 


To yonder clouds, that glow with diff rent hues, : 
And into ſhapes fantaſtic are compell'd; ef 
Which, when events important to the world 


Timid and ſuperſtitious, bear the form 


3 
l 
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What bloody havock in the human race 
Heroic war, accompliſhes ! What woes 


Con ſolatory conſequences flow. 
The wondrous links of being's endleſs chain, 


Imperfe& and progreſſive, that awaits | 


Shall be beſtow'd by him whoſe goodneſs call'd 
Them forth into exiſtence, This my creed, 4 


Such meditations elevate the eye, 


Arrive, or are expected, to the crowd, 


_ * Epiſt, to the Romans, ch. vii. ver. 9. 


(. #8 3 
of fortreſſes demoliſh'd, ſpectres vaſt, 

Or hollile troops conflicting! Terrors vain, 

Which the ſagacious nat'raliſt derides: 

| Yet not his teleſcopic eye can pierce | 
The unperſpicuous medium, and explore 
The habitations that beyond them lie. 


O! could theſe mortal organs but attain 
Such intuition, thee I ſhou'd behold, 
Paternal ſpirit, from chis globe withdrawn 
Un imely, moſt eſpecially for me. 

Sure the celeſtial and ſublime abode 

5 For thee, * life, thy labours have obtain d. 


"Tanger d akhodgh by a leſs noble fire, 

2 The paths of humbler ſcience frequent, 
Tho' mark'd all over with imperfection's ſpots, 
Unſtain'd by which, thy bright example ſhone; 

Nathleſs 1 dread not when this fragile clay 
Shall yield to ſome dire miniſter of death, 
{Jaundice or palſy, or thy mortal foe, 

Inſatiate bydrops,) that the turf of graſs, 

The cheſt of wood, or monument of ſtone, 

Will ſhut me up in everlaſting night; 
The heav'n- born eſſence unreſtrain'd ſhall burſt 

The ſubterraneous priſon, and on wings 

Of indignation, join its kindred ſkies, r 
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Meauwhile falſe obloquy and fell revenge, 

Invidious competition, party-rage, 

All ſilenc'd by the ſpade's reſounding ſtrokes, 
Aud ev'ry ſin, and ev'ry fault forgot, 
Some old companion with a moiſt 'ning eye, 
Shall a too partial Sg pronounce. 


Tur PUBLIC. 
A [TRAGEDY in one SCENE. 


After an act of 3 was obtain d for licenſing 
the theatre at EDIN BURG R, ſeveral players ſolicited 
for the patent, and the town was much divided a- 
bout them in winter 1767: Many were for LEE, 
who had played at EpinsBuxGH ſome years; a few 
were for FooTE, who was the man of merit; but 3 
Ross at London had intereſt to get it; upon 
which LEE's friends, by printed advertiſements, de- 
ſir'd a meeting of what they called the Public, at the 
Croſs- keys, a tavern kept by one FokTUNE, and ac- 
cordingly a number of them, (moſtly lawyers,) met in 
that houſe, and came to ſome very ſingular reſoluti- 
ons, which they afterwards put into the news-papers. 


| —— ' SCENE, 


5 
SCENE, FOR TUN Ps. 


Enter L E E Klus. 


"IS aſter three---both time and hunger; join 
To make me chide, as tardy, my beſt friends : 


But ha! what chamber this, in which I ſee 


A table ſpread; plates baſking on the hearth, 


And all the harbingers of dinner rang'd: 


By heavens ! Itis the room, the very room 
The Public met in: What does Fortune mean 


It ſhould accommodate promiſcuouſly, 


All ſorts of companies ?----He does, tis plain. 


Ol for an hundred hands, an hundred tongues, 
| To ring each bell, make ev'cy ſervant fly 
Here in an inſtant, and remove at once 
Theſe utenſils accurſt.---Waiter ! houſe! 
'Sdeath how they loiter! tho? each moment's ſtay 
| Continues injury and profanation 
Upon the Public $ ſacred Maj eſty. 


Euter FORTUNE. 


1 Ha! Fortune, was this well? who cow'd hve dreamt 
Lou ever would pollute this awful place? 
Reflect, raſh vintner, is not this the room 

The Public occupy'd but rother day? 


And | 
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f And doſt thou let ĩt out like ocher numbers? 

hall bawdy catches, ſhall ſeducing dice 

Outrage the echoes of theſe hallow'd walls, 

That t' other day prick'd up their wond' ring ears, 
When Public-ſpirit, with a Siren's voice, 
Enforc'd the dictates of impartial truth. 


O Fortune! what a glorious meeting was; 
Glorious for you, for me; it has on both 
Conferr'd immortal honour and renown. = 

For, all the men in being now who hear it, 
And lateſt generations when they read it, 
With hands uplifted, and with eyes upturn'd, 


[5 Shall teſtify their wonder and applauſe. 
And Fortune, when you die, as die you muſt, =} 
This room will moſt aſſuredly afford 


[ A topic for your funeral harangue, 

| For ey ry man unprejudic d, will own 

| That tho? ſome others here have taverns kept, 5 
You r had a truly Public: houſe. 


And wik thou, Fortune, proſtitute this place, 


To private clubs, to drunken ribaldry, 
| The rage of gameſters, and the mirth of fools? 
0! "were incongruous, unſeemly, baſe, 

14 Nor were more ſhocking fights to be beheld 


When 
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When ocean old, grown covetous of land, 
Invaſive pour'd his overwhelming waves 

O'er delug'd earth; then huge Leviathan's 
Gambol'd in palaces where kings had reign'd, 
Tritons and Mermaids, with their foul attendants, 
Kennell'd and ſcream'd in public balls, where once 
Judges, : and cra ne, and patriots ſpoke. 


A Bur I detain thee, Fortune, go thy ways--- | 
| Yet ſtay; perhaps this is the laſt, laſt time, 
That we a private interview may hold, 
And your own boſom cannot fail t inform you 
What mine muſt feel, at leaving you for ever. 


| You are not ignorant how I've been us'd, 
How hardly us'd by theſe damn'd managers, 
'Perfidious truſtees--- furies---demi-devils. 5 
. And yet thou know'ſt not all:---ſhou'd I explain 


The whole affair, -! wou'd a tale unfold 


Wou'd make that bell with ſympathy to ring, 

Theſe plates to dance and clatter with diſdain, 
And ev'ry cork ſtart from each bortle's mouth 

And ſmite the roof in boiſterous indignation! 


In vain you know, I've ſtruggbd for the patent, 
Ta vain urg'd merit, pity, eyn compaſſion, 


| Unequal | 


C-IF 
Unequal all, to intereſt ſuperior ; 
And I muſt go, thro' this wide world muſt 905 
Indeed a Ranger, leaving in deſpair, 
This capital iograte, where rival Roſs, 
Licens'd, — 2 acts ev 'ry night, 


1 But Roſe, 4 not, or * too A 
It always was the fate of dying heroes 
To propheſy the havghty viqtor's fall; 

That gift kind heav'n indulges, to aſſuage 
The vanquiſh'd's grief, and humble proud ſucceſs, 
I ſee thee alter'd---ſee a ſtrange reverſe 

Of fortune whelm thee.---Ha! what monſtrous aghts! 
| Adjudgers. --poinders. —bornings---captions-jails! 5 


Still I detain FR Fortune ; go, good lad, 
And proſper in thy buſineſs: far from thee 
Be ſuch bad omens, proceſſes of all ſorts. 
Be it thy ſtudy lawyers t' entertain, 
But O! avoid (if poſſible) to ſee them! 
| Once more farewel;--nay go, leave wretched me 
| To weep with unarailing te tears my \ woe! 
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An EPISTLE to the Rev. Dr T.— B-—--, 
With ſome additional Stanza to a Love-ſon g of his. 


O long Ae Dodtor, to refuſe 

All converſation with the once loy'd muſe, 
Reſoly'd to lead a dull, profaic life, 

To houſehold cares attentive, and your wife, 

Say, will your ear a ſhort attention lend 9 
To ſome few rival ſtanza's that I ſend, 0 
| Once half a poet, wholly ſtill your friend? 

It will, nay more, you'll kindle at the ſong, 


Paſt pleaſures recollect, and for a while be young: _ 


Poetic fury ſtill lurks in your frame, 


And ſmother'd, not extinguiſh'd, is the flame. 5 


So the once vig'rous, now diſabPd ſteed, 

Diſmiſe'd at eaſe to paſture in the mead, 

If he but hear the horn or trumpets ſound, 
He neighs, he paws, he prances o'er the ground: 


Aukwardly ative, impotently keen, 
He wou'd attempt to be what he has been “. 


- 8 —_ feroce deſhier, ebe al bend 

Honor de l' arme vincitor ſia tolto 

E laſcivo marito in vil ripoſo 
Fra gli arrerti, e ne paſchi erri diſciolto 
S' el deſta © ſuon di tromba, © luminoſo 
Acciar, cola toſto annitrendo è volto 
Gia, gia brama l' arringo, e I bnom ſul dorſo 

Dor _ urtato riurtar nel corſo. 


Tasso, Gen, lib, znl, 28, 1 


Such 


* WY TAR PEER, 
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To OY” 
Such is your caſe, and ſuch, alas! is mine, 
5 Pro! feſs'd apoſtate from Apollo's ſhrine : 
Muy inclination Law and Care oppoſe, 
And, if not fee'd, forbid me to compoſe: 
But tcuch'd with guineas, at their ſtern command, 
Huge volumes come from my reluctant hand ; 
I base, I ſweat, to prove that right is wrong, 
And play the ſtrumpet daily with my tongue. 


c | Yet], impatient of the irkſome toil, | 
2 | Make my clopement oft from dureſs vile: 
Then to the country eagerly repair, 
And breathe, in raptures, unpolluted air; 

| F requent the ſtream that pours my fields along, | 
And on its banks adore the powers of ſong; ; 
Or elſe indulge, reclining oa a tree, 

| The waking dream, or pleaſing reverie. 
| While thus entranc'd, I hear, or ſeem to hear, . 
Wild muſic floating in th? enchanted air; 

|| See airy forms with meaſur'd pace advance, 
And friſking, mingle in the | giddy dance: 
But ſoon, too ſoon detected my retreat, 
And I am ſummon'd to my former ſtate; 
Tho! much inclin'd, I can't prolong 7 ſtay, 
Sad my r-pentance ſhou'd I diſobey. 


. _— 


28, | 


( & ) 

Yet not ſo grievous or your lot, or mine, 
As that we ſhould inceſſantly repine. 
Tis true, we're torn from the harmonious maid, 
To whom our youth its firſt deyotions paid. 
But had we ſtill continued her to woo, 
Wou'd we have been as happy as we're now: 
Had I ſtill haunted the Parnaſſian rills, 
Cou'd I have liv'd ſo near to Peniland-hills? 
And did you ſtill to Clio pay your vows, | 
Lou wou'd not, ruſt me, keep fo good a houſe. 


Let us rejoice then, rather that i in time, 
We ſhook off the bewirching love of rhime, 


And from the muſe, by whom ſo near r undone, 


As from a Siren or a Circe run; 
Seek love's fair ſov*reign, and the god of wine, 
Who merit worſhip better than the nine; 

By thoſe, while living, we are happy made, 
Theſe only _ us after we are dead, 


| Creep ſlyly, to a tree where ſat 
A bird it had a mind to eat; 
The bird ſhou'd ſtrait have flown away, 
As certain death it was to ſtay; — 
But faſcinated by the ſound, 
Or ev'ry ſenſe in terror bound, 
e Aghaſt, it for ſome moments ſtood, 
While horror chill'd my pitying blood; 


R- 
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ADVERTISEMENT to hip PUBLIC, 


From PETER WILLIAMSON. 


He ws kidnapp'd, with many others in 174 t, and 


tranſported to America; he got home in 1756, and 


recovered damages; he introduced a new kind of 


ſeythe, and portable * prefles, 


I When a boy, was forc* dt to venture 


Abroad in veſſel call'd the Planter, | 


Commanded by one Robert Ragg, 
Who cannot of his cargo brag. 


When mi in Americs, 


Strange things I ſuffer'd, ſtranger ſaw; 
T have beheld with mine own eyes, _— 


A ſnake of an enormous ſize, 


4 a „ =» * - 
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At laſt, (though like a lie, *tis truth) 
It drop'd into the ſerpent's mouth &. 
We dealers, pattern ſeem to take 
From the above · narrated ſnake; 
For, what elſe are the bombaſt pu; 
With which his paper Fleming ſtu, 
But ſounds, that crafty ſellers mea 
Shou'd take th? unwary buyers in, 


| I hitherto obſerv'd that mode, 
But as I hate the common road, 
I now attempt, for the firſt time, 
Io advertiſe, and puff in rhime 


I do not mean now to explain, 
My new machine for cutting grain, 
is but unpleaſing to repeat, 
And much I've written on't of late: 
I'll only ſay, that I look bolder 
With it, like muſquet, oa my ſhoulder, | 
Than ew'n old Time, who, let me tell you, 
Compar'd with me's a filly fellow; 
He had his ſcythe, I underſtand, 
nt ready male into Ils hand, = 


Like 


See his beck ect''}: 1 Fee: ch au 25 en craelly. Ne ny 
other travellecs Pretsa to have ſrea tus ie me ths Fog 
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Like any common mower, but A 


I made the ſcythe with which I cut. 


What orincipally 1 inrend, 
By theſe poor lines to recommend, 
Is an invention, not my own, 


EY latcly brought from London dow, 


| ' One ſingle word to give you both for, 
| Jn anticnt times the name of author, 


| Wou'd condeſcend to uſe the pea; 


| The cauſcs were, I reckon, two. 


With printing were quite unacquainted; 


| Dad books cou d not well multiply. 


A portable Mrinting g· preſs, 
The price, ten guincas, more or leſs. 


Tis certain that in ancient times, 
The man of proſe, and man of ri:ime:, 


Was much reſpected, and great men 


?Tis but a ſorry appellation, 
Avoided by yoa folks of faſhion. 


| Bur in our times, and in this nation, YM C 
Of this great change, vt: ich all allow, 


The antients, ſirſt E. it muſt be gre anted, | 


A very ſolid reaſon why, 


tay 


But ſecondly, 'tis very plain, TR 


I be antients never writ for gain; 


That noble paſſion, love of fame, 
Or love of men, a nobler flame, 
Were all the motives, to incite 
Thoſe who had parts, and time to write. 


But authorſhip is now a trade, 
By which a livelyhood is made, 
Diſhonourable much and ſcrimp, 
To which the bookſeller is pimp; 
And as the pimp we often =—_ 
From the poor whore takes half ber fee, 
So bookſellers, the author's cheat 
Of moſt the profit they ſhou'd get. 
I beir abſtinence from ſordid pelf, 15 
| Aﬀords good reaſon of itſelf, 
Why ancient authors were much priz d 
Though modern ſcriblers are deſpis'd; 
For many things that I cou'd name, 
Are done, for NoTHING, without blame; 
But if the READY intervene, 
| They are accounted very mean. 
Thus Roman lawyers juſtly fix 
The odious name of meretrix 
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Upon the woman, only who 


| For money will do fo and fo; 


| But if from wantonneſs ſhe does, 
Why waly eſt une autre choſe. 


Ceaſe then, to reſin your pen 


| | For an ungentlemanly gain; 


At home my apparatus uſe, 


| To print a little will amuſe; 
And then the compoſition ſend 


1 A preſeat to ſome learned friend, 


E N N x I. 
DREGHORN, Sepeember 769. 


: Hs race September has not run, 


And the worſt weather is _ 3 


| Bur liſten how the pelting rain 
-| Belabours ev'ry rattling pane, 


_ | While through the parlour door the wind 


on 


| Howls, as if devils were behind. 


I need not think my heart to chear 
| With flatt'ring hopes the ſky will clear, 
1 9 


Tis 


„ 
Tis after twelve, and very plain, 

| His -1ghneſs won't be ſoon ſerene ; 
And therefore, 'tis beyond a doubt, 
J, like the ſtarling, can't get out &; 
Put by the parlour fire muſt ſit, 
Ard wi:ile contend the wind and wet, 
Cry, O my country! in a pet. 


Or, like a ſhipmaſter diſtreſt, 


Againil the hurricane proteſt t, 
Becauſe this rain compleatly rots 


Jy ſtrong, but ſtill outſtanding oats 3 
As for my ſecond crop of clover, 


All long ago with it was over. 


Inventive fancy, kindly ſay, 
How ſhall I paſs this tedious day? 
The fiddle,---right--- but fatal ſtroke! 
The ſmalleſt of the ſtrings is broke. 


- Pugh! {..-what of that---play on with three--- 


Jour ſervant---that wont do with me. 


Were three to anſwer, great the thriſt, 


But I could never make a | ſhift, 


| Read.----For this week, from morn to night, 
T've read till T have hurt my fight: 


® See PS OR TRI" Journey. 


+ Before ſhip- maſters leave their veſſel, or throw goods over-| 
toard in a ſtorm, they take a proteſt 21a the winds and ſcas. | 
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I know I ſhall be ſolitary. 


SI 3. 


Eat farther, reading will not do, 


When no ſix'd object is in view. 


Heav'ns! why ſhou'd people that have chaiſes, 


ln which they may loll at their eaſes, 
| Abſurdly chuſe to viſit, rather 
| Zo plcaſant, than in ſtormy weather : 


I muſt acknowledge that ſuch courſe is 


| Good for the driver and the horſes, 
Dut certainly 'tis not a meaſure 
| Ceoaducive to the maſter's pleaſure. 


They tell you, Come, the day is fine; 


| Lzs go to ſuch an one's and dine; 
Although the fincneſs of the day 
| Shou'd really make them ſtay away, 
As happily they and their friend 
| Can it, though ſeparated, ſpend: 
But when with clouds obſcur'd the ſun, 5:0 
When winds in wild diſorder run, 125 8 
Why what the devil's to be done, 2 
But dine, and take a hearty glaſe. 
Play at back-gammon, cards, or cheſs, | ; 
5 tle tempeſtuous bluſter paſs, | 


How ever, oak my neighbours all, 


I dou't expect a ſoul to call, 


For, till the weather chuſe to vary, 


”—_— 

Hegh ho! what will deliver me, 

From the tormeutor Ennui. 

The French expreſſion you'll excuſe, 
It, from neceſſity, I uſe; 

From it the Engliſh feel more pain, 
Than any other race of men, 

It haunts inceſſantly their thoughts, 


Nay, ſometimes makes them cut their throats, 


And yet their language can't afford, 
5 T expreſs the — a word. 


8 Man! "was the purpoſe of your bicth, 
: T o make a buſtle on the earth; 
For dozing indolence your kind 


By nature's God was not delign'd, 


Hence your activity of mind, 
Which ſoon as unemployed, you ſee. 
Becomes a prey to Ennui. 
Senſation giv'n, with foreſight wiſe, 
Io urge you on to exerciſe 

| Your various wond'rous faculties 


1 reckon, to beguile the time, 
My beſt expedient is to rhime; 
You know, *tis no uncommon thin: 8 
For angry folks to uy to ſing. 


Sweet 


I from my country dwelling part. 


( & ) 


Sweet muſe ! whoſe ever-chearful lay 


Has often chas'd the ſpleen away; 
Huſh'd the diſturbing voice of care, 


| And ſooth'd vexation and deſpair; 
Thee I invoke, deliver me 
From the tormentor Ennui. 


*T was once my happineſs to rove 


With thee in the ſequeſter'd grove, 
| Or ſtretch'd the riv'lets banks along, 

| Eonraptur'd, liſten to thy ſong. - 
Come then, ſweet muſe, deliver me 
: From the tormentor Ennui. 


The * gentle breeze is fled, # 


The trees their withered honours ſhed ; 


| No more the black-birds voice is heard, 
| And all the flowers have diſappear'd; 
| Chill winter now begins to frown, 
Tis time that you were back to toun. 


1 go, I 88 hank unkind 


. The ſun has been, and rude the wind; 
| | Though big with ever rallying ſhowers | 
| The firmament at preſent lowrs, 


Yet with faint ſtep, and aking heart, 
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Calm contemplation, learned eaſe, e 

Compos'd tranquility and peace, 5 

Inhabit this delightful place; | 

Polluted love, debauched exceſs, | * 
Proud luxury, pale wreichedneſs, 0 il 
Inhabit Fon metropolis. 


Trees! though your naked boughs I ſee 

: Won' t any longer ſhelter me; 

Brook! though increas'd beyond all bounds, 
| You ravage the adjacent grounds, 

I notwithſtanding love you well, 

And bid you, all in tears, farewell. 

Six months I from you be torn, 

Perhaps, I never may return; 


” Th' aſſaults of death Pre long withſtood, 


This winter he may make them good; 


| Yet not ev'n his reſiſtleſs might 


Shall us for ever diſunite. 

A ſcanty, and a loathſome grave, 
From the Gray - friers I won't receive 
In which ſoul place the crouding dead 
With deceacy are ſcarcely hid: = 
Tis long ſince I took care to mark 

A corner in my fav'rite park, 

Where, if poſſeſs'd of it I die, 
My bones, I am reſolv'd, ſhall lie. 
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They'll be ſurpris'd, but not ww. 


In ſuch a fad and folemn ſtraip ? 
| Beware of melancholy, ſhe 
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There will I ſlumber time away, 
Till rous'd at the tremenduous day. 

Or, if a not unfeeling ſtate 

Io the deceas'd allow'd by fate, 

| Oft, at the ſilent cloſe of cen, 


Vil trip it o'er the flow'ry green; 


| Glide through the avenue, and ſcud 

i Along the margin of the flood. 

No ſervant old, or man, or beaſt, 
At my approach will be diſtreſt; 


To make them ſatisfy'd I ſtrive, - 


fis my delight to ſce them thrive. 


Hence, if they meet my friendly ſhade, 


Miſtaken mortal! why —— 


More to be fear'd than Ennzi. 
Embrace with joy Viciſſitude, 


It conſtitutes your greateſt good; 


And, truſt the muſe, Variety 
Is the ſole cure for Ennui. 


THE END. 
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